	WE ENCOUNTER TWO DEADLY SINS	
" I hardly think so," said Hubert. " Why d'you
ask?11
"There was someone on the platform at Paris,
sir, watching you very close. I couldn't see him too
well, but he wasn't tall. I didn't give it a thought:
but now you've told me this, sir, he may have been
on the job."
" He may/' said Hubert. " I don't think it very
likely. Harris won't work alone, of course. But I
can hardly believe that he'd get of the mark so soon.
And now you go and turn in. You'll have to get up
at the frontier to see the big baggage through. That'll
be about three in the morning. And when you do,
you might look out for your friend. If you want us,
you know where we are. But if you don't, sleep well
and get your breakfast and be here at eight o'clock."
With that, we bade him good night, and Stiven
withdrew.
His suspicion of the stranger at Paris was very
much to my taste and spiced our journey'for me as
nothing else could have done: but Hubert frowned
on my excitement and began to deplore the fact that
when we got out of the train we should know no more
what to expect than the man in the moon.
This, of course, was true.
We knew that Hohenems existed and that Mittal
was the name of the station at which we ought to
alight—this, because it was printed at the head of
the nofepaper Nicolas Ferrers had used. And that
was the sum of our knowledge. Of the size of the
estate, its approach, its appearance and condition,
how far it lay from Mittal, how many servants were
there, of our great-uncle's orders and habits and way
of life we had not the faintest idea. Upon all these
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